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albums for them, albums of every size and quality,
frivolous albums for the coloured comic ones, charm-
ing medium albums for the actresses, the kittens, the
puppies, the fishing fleets, the massive heavies for the
views of Notre Dame and the Bay of Naples. The
cards themselves blossomed in every other shop
window. Blackpool alone, which had a marked taste
for the low comic cards, boarders in night-shirts,
amorous fat women, and the seasick of every quality,
must have imported millions of them. In those days
a postman's life was worth living; he could entertain
himself and learn something about the world on his
rounds. On thousands and thousands of bamboo
tables in the corners of drawing-rooms, the alburns
were piled up, ready for the next visitors. And in
these albums, on page after page, shining in best sepia
finish, the beautiful musical comedy actresses smiled
upon an adoring world. They could not vote; they
could not enter Parliament or sit upon the Bench;
their property was at the disposal of their husbands,
if they were married; they were still members of a
downtrodden sex; but nevertheless they smiled and
smiled, and not a tear dimmed their eyes and not a
curl was out of place.

I remember now that it was not the men who were
the enthusiastic collectors of these shining graces,
though the men were not above examining and com-
paring them. I seem to recollect that it was the girls,
the young women, the older sisters of my friends of
those days, who piled Studholmes on Rays and sought